TEMPLE CHIMES
c
Is it just that Thou shouldst ignore me Thy servant ?
Is it right that Thou shouldst not teach me to taste the sweetness of Thy
wisdom ? Does it become Thee that Thou shouldst not allow me to remain at Thy
feet for ever ? To whom else can I go ? What shall I do now ? The all-consuming flames of sense pleasures are more fierce than those
of fire.
5 O Thou God, whose compassion for us is deeper than that of a mother
for her child,
Thou the chief dancer in the hall of gold, O Thou rare gem of splendour which sheds its radiance on all,
0 Thou shoreless ocean of wisdom,
1 am being drawn repeatedly into the dangerous alleys of my senses by the five huntsmen.
Ah ! They are eager to see me burnt alive.
In the midst of these sorrows I am pining away like a  motherless child.
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O Thou all-wise God,
O Thou formless Form who gives   forms   of light and beauty to all
things which we see in this world of time and space, O Thou formless Form who fillest the frames of all forms we see here
with Thy love and life,
O Thou infinite Expanse in whom all forms reside, Thou art nearer to our heart than we ourselves are. Thou art visible to those who realise their limitations. Thou art invisible to those who are intoxicated by the unlimited illusions
caused by their conceit in this vain world. Thou art the first and foremost among gods, and yet Thou  art  ever
present in the lowliest and least of Thy children. Thou art the good Seed of salvation which yields the fruits of immortal
life.
Thou art the endless Happiness which fills the tired heart of man with fire and warmth. Thou art the eternal Spring of generousness which never dries up. respond to Thy quickening love. O Thou Providence ! Thou shoreless Ocean of compassion !    "What
